ROBERT    NICHOLS

Long after I am dead, ended this bitter journey,

Many another whose heart holds no light

Shall your solemn sweetness,  hush, awe} and

comfort,
0 my companions, Wind, Waters, Stars, and

Night.

Near Gold Cap, 1916.

THE TOWER
IT was deep night, and over Jerusalem's low
roofs
The moon floated, drifting through high vaporous
woofs.
The moonlight crept and glistened silent, solemn,
sweet,
Over dome and column, up empty, endless street;
In the closed, scented gardens the rose loosed
from the stem
Her white showery petals; none regarded them;
The starry thicket breathed odours to the sen-
tinel palm;
Silence possessed the city like a soul possessed by
calm.
Not a spark in the warren under the giant night,
Save where in a turret's lantern beamed a grave,
still light :
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